ALONG THE ROAD
of your ideas, they will tell you what you want
to hear rather than what It would be of real use to
you to hear. At the same time their own self-
esteem will not permit them to confess a blank
Ignorance ; so that they will rather tell you
something incorrect than tell you nothing at all.
Thus, when the garage man told us that there
was no snow on the road from Florence to
Bologna, he said so first, because he saw that we
wanted to go to Bologna and that we should have
been disappointed If it had been Impossible and,,
second, because it was pleasanter for him to say
4 No snow ' with conviction than confess (which
was the truth) that he hadn't the faintest notion-
whether there was snow or not.

We believed him and set out. The road rises
steeply from Florence, climbs to twelve or fifteen
hundred feet and then plunges down again into
that long flat-bottomed valley locked in the midst
of the hills, the Mugello. By the time we had
reached it the sun had entirely disappeared, and
the sky above us was one vast yellowish-white
snowcloud. Looking at the various castelli one
passes by the way, I found Browning's predilec-
tions more than ever incomprehensible.

Between Florence and Bologna there are two
passes : the Futa and, five or six miles further on?

208,